The Hisiory of 

Yalf. Do fo, for it is worth the liftemng to, thefc &!«, ; 
Buckram, that Itold thee of. 

Prin. So,two more already. 

F^Their poynts being broken. 

Poj . Downc fell his hole. 

F*/. Began to give me groundnut I followed me dolc,^ 
in foot & hand, and with a thought ,feven of the eleven I Juf 

Pr O monftrousleleven buckrom-mcn growncout oft w J 
F^. But as the divel would have it,three mil-begotten knave*! 
in Kendall grcenc,came at my backe, and let drive at 
it was fo darke, PI all, that thou couldft: not fee thy hand. ' 

Prin. Thefc lyes are like the father that begets thcm,groff : ! 
as a mountaine,ope, palpable. Why ,thou clay-braind guts,thc; 
knotty-pated foole,thou horfonobfeene greafie tallow catch 

Yalf. WhatPart thou madPart thou mad?is not the truth tk 
truth ? 

Prin. Why, how couldft thou know thefe men in Kedi 
greene, when it was fo darkethou couldft not fee thy hand !| 
come tell us your reafon.What fayft thou to this ? 

P«y.Come,your rcafbn,/*c%,y our rcalbn. 

Yalf. What, upon compulfion ? Zounds,and I were attls 
ftrappado, or all the racks in the world, I would not tell yot| 
on compulfion. Give you a reafon on compulfion ? ifreafon, 
were as plenty as black-berries, I would giveno man a rafa! 
upon compulfion,!. 

Prin Tie be no longer guilty of this finnc.This fanguiim 
ward, this bed-prefler, this horfe -back-breaker, this huge hillr 
offiefh. 

Yalf. Zblood you ftarueling, you elfskinne,you dried neats' 
tongue, bulspizzle, you ftock-fifh : O for breath toutterwte 
is like thee f you taylors-yard, you fheath,you bo w-cafe,y« 
vile Handing tucke. 

Pr Well.breathe a while, and then toit againe,& when thou ' 
haft tired thy fclfc in bafe c6parifons,hcarc mefpeake buctl© 

PoyM%\f.c,Iacke. 

Pri. We two law you foure let on foure and bound then) i 
were mafters of their wcalthunark now how a plain talelha' 
put you do wneithen did wc two fet on you foure, and with; 
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Word, outfac’d you from prize, and have it, yea, andcanfhew 
it you here in the houfe : 2 nd Valftaffe , you carried your guts a- 
way as nimbly .with as efuick dexterity ,& roared ror mercy 
ftill run & roarers ever I heard Bul-calfe.What a (lave art thou 
to hacke thy fword as thou haft done , and then lay it was in 
fight? what tricke? what device ? what ftarting hole canit thou 
now finde out, to hide thee from this open & apparant fhame/ 

^Poyi Come lets heare, Iacke^ what tricke haft thou now ? 

Yalf. By the Lord,I knew yce as well as he that made yee. 
Why heareyou mafters , was it for me, to kill the Heire ap- 
parant? fhould I turne upon the true Prince P'Why ,thou know- 
eft I am as valiant as Hercules : but beware inftineff, the Lyon 
will not touch the true Prince, inftmft is a great matter. I was a 
coward on inftindf, I fhall thinkctlje better oi my lelre , and 
thee, during my life ; T, for a valiant Lion, and thou fora true 
Prince : but by the Lord, Lads, l am gladyouhave themoney. 
Hofteffe clap to the doores, watch to night, pray to morrow : 
Gallants, Lads, Boyes, Hearts of gold, all the titles of good fel- 
lowship come to you. What, (hall we be merry ? fhall we have 
a Play extempore ? 

‘Prin. Content, and the argument fhall be, thy running away. 

Yalf. A, no more ofthat Hal,& thou loueft mc.EnterHoftffe 

Hof.O Jefu, my Lord the Prince ! 

Pm-Hownow my Lady the HoftelTe,whatfeift thou tome? 

Hof. Marry.my L .there is a noble man of the court, at doore, 
would fpeake with you: he feyeshe comes from your father. 

Prin . Give him as much as will make him a Royall man, and 
fend him backe againe to my mother. 

•F^What manner of man is he ? 

Hof. An old man. 

F^/.What doth gravity out of bis Bed at mid-night ? Shall 
I give him his anfwer ? 

Pm.Prethee doe, lacke. x 

F^/.Fayth, and i’le fend him packing. 

Pm.Nowfirs:birlady you fought faire, fo did you ‘Pdo, fo 
did you Par del you are Lyons too,you ran away upon inftinft, 
you will not touch the true Prince, no,fie. 

-fftfr.FaithjI ran when I faw others runne. 
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